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but in wine, for once please me '

Every eye was turned toward the
bridal pair. Marion's principles were
well known. Henry had been a con-
vivalist ; but of late kis friends no-
ticed & change in his manners—a dif-
ference in his habits—and to-night
they watched him to see, asthey sneer
ing{yuid. if he was tied down to &
woman’s opinion so soon.

Pouring cut & brimer beaker, they
held in:gth tempting smiles toward
Marion. She was very pale, though
more composed, and her hand shook
not, as smiling back, she gracefully

the tempter and
raised it to her lips. But scarcely
bad she dome so, when every hand
was arrested by the piercing exclama-
tion of, “O ! terrible."”

“What is it 1" cried onehagcli all,
throng'n ther; forshe had slow-
ly :;u.“rgriegdt?f;lm to her arms } '
and fixedly regarded it, as th it
were some hideous object.

“Wait,” she answered, while an

inspired light shone from her dark )| L o

eyes, “wait and I will tell you. I
see,” she added, slowly, pointing
one jeweled finger at the sparkling
liquid, “a sight that b all de-
scriplion, and yet listen—I will paint
it for you if I can. It is a lomely
spot, tall mountains,crowned with ver-
dure, rise in awful sublimity around !
rivers run through and bright flowers
grow to the water's edge. There is
a thick, warm mist, that the sun seeks
vainly to pierce. Trees, lofty and
beautiful, wave to the airy motion of
the birds; but there a group of Indi-
ans gather ; they flit to and fro with
something like sorrow upon their dark
brows. And in their midst his manly
form—but his cheek how deathly, his
eyes wild with the fitful fire of fever,
One friend stands beside him-—nay,
I should say, kmeels ! for see, he is
pillowing that poor head upon his
breast.

*““Genius in ruins—Oh, the high,
holy looking brow ! why should death
mark it, and he so young? Look
how he throws back the damp curls ?
see Lim clasp his hands! hear the
thrilling shrieks for life! Mark how
he clutches at the form of his com-

anion, imploring heaven. O ! hear

im call piteously his fatlier's name :
see¢ him twine his fingers together as
he shrieks for his sister—his orly sis-
ter—the twin of his soul—weeping
for him in his distant native land.

“See I'" ghe exclaimed, while the
bridal party shrank back, the untasted
wine trembliog in their faltering grasp,
and the Judge fell, overpowered on
his seat; ‘‘see bis arms are lifted 1o
heaven ; he prays, how wildly, for
merey | hot fever rushes through his
veins, The friend beside him is weep-

ing ; awe stricken, the dark men move ||

away, and leave the living and the
dying together.”

There was & hush in the principal
patlor, broken by what seemed ouly a
smother:d sob from some manly
som. The bride stood yet upright
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broken, “and there they scoop him a
ve, and there, without a shroud,
lay him down in that damp, reek-
ing earth.--the only som of & proud
father, the idolized brother of a fond
sister. And he sleeps to-day in that
distant country, with no stone to mark
the spot. There he lies---my father’s
son---my own twin brother! a vielim
to this deadly poison. Father,” she
exclaimed, turning suddenly, while
the tears rained down her beautiful
cheeks, “father, shall I drink it now?”
| The form of the old Judge was con-
vulsed with agony. He raised not
his head, but in a smothered voioe he
faltered--+No, no, my child, in God's
name, no more.”

She lified the glittering goblet, and
lesting it suddenly fall to the floor, it
'ina thousand pieces. Many
& tearful eye watched her movements,
and instantaneously every wine-glass
was transferred to the marble table
on which it had been prepared. When
she looked at the fragments of ¢rys-
tal, she turned to the company, say-
ing, “let no friend hereafter,who loves
me, tempt me to peril my soul for
wine. Not firmer are the everlasting
hills than my resolve, God helping
me, never to taste cr touch thst terris
ble poison. And he to whom I have
given my hand---who watched over
my brother’s dying form in that last,
solemn hour, and buried the dear wan-
derer there by the river in the land of
gold---will, 1 trust, too, sustain me in
that resolve. Will you not, my hus-
band 7"

His glistening eyes, his sad, sweet
smile, was her answerer. The Judge
left the room, and when, an hour af-
ter, he returned, and with a more sub-
dued manner took part in the enter-
tainment of the bridal guests, no one
could fail to read that he, too, had de-
termined to banish the enemy at once
and forever from his princely home.
Rum's Domses.—A Corresponden
writes from Troy that, a few nights
since, two men drank upon a wager at
a rum-hole in Congress st. in that city,
|| One of them cheated by throwing the
liquor under the table or over his
| shoulder ; the other drank 37 glasses,
‘land died in consequence. The land-
| lord furnished a carriage for the mother
|| and friends of the deceased, and gave
| 825 toward the funeral expenses, He
|seems to have exhibited some little
conscience—after it was too late.—
Tribune.

o o W
| & The only fountain in the wil-
| derness of life, where man drinks of
| water totally unmixed with bitterness,
|is that which es for him in the
calm and y recess of domestic
life.

.|| tion
‘| had

Mun gladly consented, and Memory
dwelt in one of the many
-::;gu of hha:l:un. He sent ha;
on her journey. Sh wuduedthnug
Fhroaght i his dehghied imagion:
na-
of the flowers that
decked the walks of his childhoed.
Again at evening he knelt at his
beloved
innocent voice in supplication to God
to protect him, as he lay in slamber’s
t;r:;t ghw;o ; He m;; d;ep‘;i:lm-
B y chasing a {-
butterfly, and, ugtha lunfmar’s gﬂd
breath blew back the golden locks
from off his noble brow, Me

I

Huonzs Hieon Senoor.
Dying Words of Noted Persons.

‘Head of the Army,'—Napoleon

‘I must sleep now.’—Byron,

‘It matters little how the head Tieth.
~Sir Walter Raleigh.

‘Kiss me, Hardy."—Lord Nelson.

‘Don’t give up the ship.’—Law-

rence.
‘I'm shot if 1 don’t believe I'a dy-
ing."—Chaneellor Thurlow.
*Is this your fidelity ?"—Nero.
‘Clasp my band, my dear friend ;

mother’s feet, and raised his || I die.'— Alfieri

‘Give Dayroles a chair.’ — Lard
Chmerﬁald.mh g

’ *God preserve the Emperor.'—Hay-
en

“The artery ceases to beat.”—Haller.
‘Let the light enter.’—Goeth,

whispered, *‘That is thy image.”

ﬁ?‘: alas! there is nyo mge without
s thorn; and Memory, true to herself,
caused him to suffer again all the sor-
rows of the past.

Again he saw his mother’s pale and
emaciated form, as she lay upon her
bed of sickness, pain and death ;
again he heard her feeble voice, as
in her last breath she blessed him ;

i hlilde u:e her nhrou.ﬁd corps 68 its
Was in her coffin, and borge 4o
church-

forever

m his fond gaze.

Again, in 8 fit of anger he chal-
len his brother. ey fought,
His brother fell, and his cold, stiff
form was laid beside that of his moth-
er. Man, in despair, called Memory
back; but often h the remain-
der of his life, did “the still, small
voice” whisper, “Thy brother's blood
is upon thee”” Years E“.“l’ and
man lay upon his death-bed, with
weeping friends around him. He ex-
claimed, in the agony of his soul,
%Q, could I live my life over, how dif-
ferent it would be,”” His spirit soon
after stood before the judgmentbar of |
God ; but Memory revisited earth,
and carried the '&monar back to the
days of his childhood, when his soul
was spotless, but now black with hor
rible crimes. And ke cursed the day
that Memory was given to mortals,

But Memory is mof & curse to all.
To the wifeless, childless pauper, her
enchanting voice sounds like sweet
melody, telling of the time when he
was rich and surrounded by a beauti-
ful wife and happy, b!ooming chil-
dren. And to the drunkard’s wife
Memory recalls the time when he,
whose only bed is the gutter, was
a noble, daring youth,’and as she
stood meekly by his side, and was
united to him by the holy tie of mar-
riage, she was proud of the envy she
excited smong her fair companions ;
and when he gazed with a father's

ride upon his first Forn, his darlin
goy, a thrill of joy filled her grateful
breast.

As the missionary in a far distant
land, wanders forth at evening, to see
the goodness of God, ditph{ in the
brig

t gems that deck the sky, Mem-
ory, glﬁ'mg noiselessly over the Au-
turon leaves of the forest, holds the
magic glass before his wondering eyes;
and he gazes into it, and sees the fa-

miliar face of many a dear friend he

L:rd. where it was covered '

has left in his native Jand ; his heart

mory || ‘Al m ions for & moment
of tima.'lg::m Elizabeth,

‘What ! is there no bribing death.
«««Cardinal Beaufort.

‘I have loved God, my father and
liberty.’---Madame de Steal,

‘Be serious.’-~ Grotus.

‘Into thy hands, O Lord.’.--Tasso.

‘It is small, small, indeed,’
(e{fv'nxhu.. k.)--Aunne Boleyn

L pray you, 069 /e, sals up and
o B omn, Jrubds | g vy

§
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‘Don’t let tk " 1
over my grave.'---Robert Bum
‘I feel a8 if I were myself

Sir Walter Beott, g
‘I resign my soul to God, and my,
hter to my country,’---Jefferson,
‘It is well."---Washi
‘Independence forever."s~Adams,
‘It is the lust of earth, I am con-
tent,'-—Q. Adams, _
pﬁg‘;lah {O'Ltoudemdﬂ:lo true
ciplés o ernment. 1 wish
them carried ouf.,wl ask no more,'---
Harrison.
‘I have endeavored to do my duty.’
--Taylor,

Crr.orzn, 38 Kinp vo Eson Owsixs,
There is nothing that reproaches one
50 bitterly as an unkind word in a
moment of passion. ' When your little
sister lies cold in doath, the little
causes of displeasure which you have

ven her wiil cluster around your

eart and wring many a bitter tear.
In your journey through life, there
will be nothing so grateful to
thoughts as the pleasing conviction of
Four obedience to parents while
ived. Oh'! obey them, little friends;
while they are with you, think that
wummer do enough for them,

¢ have been an orphan for ne

twelve years, and we have often
thought that if our parents could once
more be restored to us they would
never again be pained with our faults.
Oh, trifle not with a mother's heart ;
there is & stream of affection within a
mother's breast, that however ill you
use her, however often you may cause
her biuo; o:ﬂu: to flow, will ever con-
tinue to h and protect the -
ward faney, snd recall every !‘i::{o
step aside from a mother's influence,

LAl

e Ootsciénss 1§ the best friend
we have; with it we may bid d '

to man ; without it all the frie n
the world can be ‘of no use to us.
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